THE   RETURN   JOURNEY

unreal. I had a feeling as if it were false, a large relief-
map that I was looking down upon, and which I wanted to
smash. It seemed to intervene between me and some
reality. I could not believe that that was the real world.
It was a figment, a fabrication, like a dull landscape painted
on a wall, to hide the real landscape.

So I went on, over to the other side of the hill, and I
looked out again. Again there were the smoky-looking
hills and the lake like a piece of looking-glass. But the
hills were higher: that big one was the Rigi. I set off down
the hill.

There was fat agricultural land and several villages.
And church was oven The churchgoers were all coming
home: men in black broadcloth and old chimney-pot silk
hats, carrying their umbrellas; women in ugly dresses,
carrying books and umbrellas. The streets were dotted
with these black-clothed men and stiff women, all reduced
to a Sunday nullity. I hated it. It reminded me of that
which I knew in my boyhood, that stiff, null 'propriety*
which used to come over us, like a sort of deliberate and
self-inflicted cramp, on Sundays. I hated these elders in
black broadcloth, with their neutral faces, going home
piously to their Sunday dinners. I hated the feeling of
these villages, comfortable, well-to-do, clean, and
proper.

And my boot was .chafing two of my toes. That always
happens. I had come down to a wide, shallow valley-bed,
marshy. So about a mile out of the village I sat down by a
stone bridge, by a stream, and tore up my handkerchief,
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